Author: klaudyna 
Bands: Bob Dylan 
Characters: 
Relationships: V/A 
Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Tue Oct lb 2007 08:03:14 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Magic 


Author's Notes: 
Wonderful luna 65 was my beta; thank you and love you, bb! 


"There is only so much you can do," everyone would say - and for most part | even believed them - but | 
kept on trying anyway. Constrictions, barriersthere's no point in denying their existence, however, about testing 
their resistance, brittleness? Yes, | have always been into it. 


Obviously he likes that, too. If he didn't, he would never have found himself here in the first place, would he? 
He wants to taste life, he's just desperate to learn something new about the world in a few respects, and yet 
somehow he still manages to remain so amazingly clueless. Not a single fucking idea what this is all about. 


People like him can be really precarious and damaging because of their seeming innocence. 


And right now he looks so funny | can hardly refrain from laughing. Absolutely, pristinely naked, his limbs 
positioned awkwardly but comfortably, his head slightly thrown to one side, just a few hairs clumped above the 


relaxed bow of his brows. Lips parted, breathing even - his colorful-pill-induced dream seems deep and 


undisturbed. And he is not going to be disturbed tonight. At least not by me. 


If only | moved a little closer | could feel the warmth emitted by his delicate form. | probably should move 
closer because soon it's going to evaporate and who will warm him up then? Cold, cold kid. That's a rather glum 


thought and yet the whole thing never stops being hilarious in the least. 

| feel literally nothing. No haunting memories of the other bodies | have touched and seen in my life, no second 
thoughts which could trigger some remorse. | don't see a way out of this situation, but even if there was one, 
I'm still not entirely sure | would use it. 

Situation Yes, we've got quite a situation here. Either a bad joke or a silly bet, most certainly Neuwirth's idea, 
and then something went terribly awry, something else clicked in and all of a sudden we're both here and we're 
totally fucked. 

No, he doesn't look so resourceful and charming now, this Scottish bloke. 

„He's better than you, actually.. 

But it's not at all about "being better," kid, sorry to disappoint you. It's only about.who | am and who you are. 
Did | say the last thing out loud? All right, if | keep talking, maybe | can forget these other means of.. 
communication | can pretend | forgot. | can forget that | pretended | forgot | pretended.. 

And a little closer now.. 

Without any warning | find myself slapping his soft face as hard as | only can, my right hand leaving a 
distinctive mark across one cheek. He should have woken up immediately and of course he hasn't; instead he 
just clumsily curls up and onto his side and quietly murmurs nonsense. 

Exactly how much did we give him? Maybe he is dying right now? Yes, he probably is, judging from the 
morbidly contented expression on his face. He will be dead by the morning. Fuck, it is almost morning already 
and he's still breathing. 

Okay, so maybe he's dying after all 

There is a strange, star-shaped scar on his chest and it's so bloody uncanny, not being able to ask him how he 
got it. | should ask, | really should, it just seems like the right thing to do. I'll do it when he wakes up: I'll tell 
him | undressed him at night and took a good look at his body and now l'm a tad curious.. Yeah, that sounds 


like a plan. 


Even closer.. 


Thick, strong hair, coils of a shipping rope, just the kind you'd like your little boy to have so that you can 
stroke it from time to time. He doesn't react but | know he'd like it if he was awake, taking it as a praise from 


my hand. Maybe he would even ask for more? Well, no, probably not. 


If this exploration is to go any further, | should turn off the lights. | might not want to see his face at some 
point.. 


And now with two fingertps.. 


His thighs are just as slim as mine, slender hard-muscled thighs any girl would envy him. Why is he still so 
warm? Does he like being touched this much? Yet another thing to question later. 


Everything on him looks just the tiniest bit out of proportion, but its so subtle | doubt anyone else would 
notice it. A perfectly well-shaped young man, of course. But | still see an awkward Donovan-like quality about 
pretty much everything concerning not just his appearance, but also his behavior, way of thinking, manner of 


speech.. 
And bow your head. 
He tastes rather good - his sweat is only salty but | can also detect some unique flavor: sort of like a sweet, 


bland lemon. Saveur de Leitch, Scottish specialty straight from the Lowlands. 


Finally I've managed to provoke a more interesting reaction He's actually become pretty animate now, shifting 
and moaning softly, very responsive, very excited. Apparently he's much more sensitive when it comes to 
pleasure than pain. | actually should stop as he may actually wake up on the very edge; we seem to be getting 


there at full throttle. 

And you leave yet another trace of salva. 

Yes, enough. Enough. 

Somehow it was much easier to breathe while still doing it. | never knew an unconscious person could look so 
disappointed, either, the obvious loss warping his face and making his limbs twitch subtly yet creepily. 

But | have to finish myself for my hands are trembling too much. At least it won't be all a complete waste. Of 
course if | do it on his face, he will have questions later.. His hair seems just as good, and | can comb out the 


traces when l'm done. 


Still naked, still tense and hard, craving for more even with his skin gradually cooling down; his blandly desirable, 


excitingly imperfect young body. | touch him and myself at once, feeling both of us all over me, so close and 


yet so undoubtedly, ultimately separate. 


Supporting my weight on one quavering wrist, half-blind with ecstasy, | rub the fluid in his hair using the 
other hand. Then my fingers snatch one of his curls, hard; a single drip flows from between them and down on 
to the pillow. He doesn't move, seems to be slowly falling into dense, silent sleep again. Apart from that one 
grunt, | don't make any noise, either. Not much of a point in thinking about "right" and "wrong" now, but 


somehow l'm glad about it anyway. 


| throw a blanket across his recumbent shape which suddenly seems so very small, and | turn off the lights. 
Before | go to the other room to finally catch up on sleep myself, | linger on the threshold for a fraction of a 


second. 


There was only so much | could do. 


